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and  trained  in  ail  the  subtleties  62  thought, 
does  not. deal  with  an  invading  sentiment 
exactly  as  a  youth  would  do  with  all  his  ex¬ 
perience  to  come.  It  steals  upon  him  more 
slowly,  he  is  capable  of  disguising  it  to  him¬ 
self  longer,  of  escaping  from  it  into  other  in¬ 
terests.  Passion  is  in  its  ultimate  essence  the 
game,  wherever  it  appears  and  under  what¬ 
ever  conditions,  but  it  possesses  itself  of 
human  life  in  different  ways.  Slowly  an  1 
certainly  the  old  primeval  fire,  the  com¬ 
monest,’ fatalest,  divmest  force  of  life,  was 
making  its  way  into  Kendal's  nature.  But 
it  was  making  its  way  against  antagonist ic 
forces  ot  habit,  traditiou,  self  restraint— it 
found  a  hundred  other  interests iu possession; 
it  a  strange  impersonality  and  timidity 
of  nature  to  fight  with.  Kendal  had  been  ac¬ 
customed  to  live  in  other  men's  lives.  Was 
he  only  just  beginning  to  live  his  own.' 

But,  however  it  was,  he  a  as  at  least  con¬ 
scious  during  this  waiting  tune  that  life  was 
full  of  some  hidden  savor,  that  his  thoughts 
were  never  idle,  never  vacant,  that,  os  he  lay 
ffabamong  the  fern  in  his  moments  of  rest, 
following  the  march  of  the  clouds  as  they  | 
soiled  divinely  over  the  rich  breadth  and 
color  of  the  commons,  a  whole  brood  of  im¬ 
ages  nestled  ut  bis  heart,  or  seemed  to  hover 
ih  the  sunny  air  before  him— visions  of  a 
slender  form* fashioned  with  Greek  suppleness 
and  majesty,  of  a  soft  and  radiant  presence, 
of  looks  ail  womanliness,  and  gestures  all 
grace,  of  a  snnle  like  uo  other  he  had  ever 
seen  for  charm,  of  a  quick,  impulsive  gait: 
He  followed  that  figure  through  scene  after  | 
scene;  he  saw  primroses  iu  its  hand,  and  the 
pale  spring  blue  above  it ,  be  recalled  it  stand¬ 
ing  tense  and  still  with  blanched  cheek  anl  , 
hxed  appeuhng  eye,  while  all  round  the  June  , 
woods  murmur*-. t  in  the  breeae;  he  sur-  | 
rounded  it  in  imagination  with  the  pomp  j 
abd  circumstance  of  tbe  stage,  and  realized 
it  as  a  center  of  emotion  to  thousands.  And 
then  from  memories  he  would  pass  on  to 
gjieculatious,  from  the  scenes  he  knew  to  these  J 


crouds  into  it  a  greater  number  of  sensations 
than  most  people  All  this  zest  and  pleasure 
n)USt  consume  a  vast  amount  of  nervous 
fort*,  but  it  makes  her  very  refreshing  to 
peo*  as  blase  as  Paul  and  1  are.  My  first 
freiiflg  about  her  is  very  inuph  what  }  ours 
was.  Personallv,  there  seems  to  be  ail  tue 
stuff  in  her  of  which  an  actress  is  made.  U  ih 
sue  some  dav  stumble  upon  the  discovery  c-f 
how  |o  bring  her  own  individual  flame  and 
foroito  bear  upon  her  art I  should  thiuk  it 
not  milikelv,  and.  altogether.  I  feel  as 
tb<  ugh  I  should  take  a  more  hopeful  view  of 
berSteilectually  than  you  do.  You  see,  my 
dear  .Eustace,  you  men  never  realize  bow 
clever  we  women  are.  how  fait  we  learn  and 
how  gnickly  we  catch  up  hints  from  all  qua: 
ters  wider  heaven  and  improve  upon  them. 
An  actress  so  young  and  so  synijiatbetic  us 
Isabel  Bretbertou  must  still  be  very  much  of 
an  ualtuuwn  quantity  dramatically.  1  know 
vou^ink  thai  the  want  of  training  is  fatal, 
and  that  popularity  will  stereotype  her 
fault!.  It  may  be  so;’ but  I  am  inclined  to 
thinks  from  my  first  sight  of  her,  that  she  is 
anatore  that’wjl  gather  from  life  rather 
what  Stimulates  R  fhan  what  dulls  aud  vul¬ 
garism  it.  Altogether,  when  I  compare  in y 
first  Kprewons  of  her  with  the  image  of  her 
left  by  your  letters,  I  feel  that  I  have  been 
pleassntly  surprised  Only  in  the  matter  of 
intelligence.  Otherwise  it  has,  of  course, 
been  your  descriptions  of  her  that  have 
planted  and  nurtured  in  me  that  strong 
sense  of  attraction  which  blossomed  into  lin¬ 
ing  at  the  moment  of  jiersonal  Contact.” 

"August  10. 

“This  afternoon  we  have  been  out  in  the 
gondtfa  belonging  to  tins  modest  establish¬ 
ment!  with  our  magnificent  gondolier,  Piero, 
and  his  boy,  to  convey  us  to  the  Lido.  1  got 
Miss  JBretherton  to  talk  to  mo  about  her 
Jam4ica  career.  She  made  us  all  laugh  with 
heir  accounts  of  the  blood  and  thunder  pieces 
in  wfcich  the  judienees  of  the  Kingston 
theatre  reveled.  She  seems  generally  to  have 
played  the  “Bandit  s  Daughter,’  the  “Smug¬ 
gler's  Wife,’ or ‘The  European  Damsel  Car¬ 
ried  Off  by  Indians,1  or  some  other  thrilling 
elemental  personage  of  the  kind.  The  ‘White 
Lady*  was,  apparently,  her  first  introdqption 
to  a  more  complicated  order  of  play.  It  is 
“  '  to  think  of 
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CHAPTER  VL 

The  Sunday  party  se->  i rated  at  Padding¬ 
ton  on  tbe  night  of  the  a  uueham  expedition, 
and  Wallace  and  Eustace  Kendal  walked 
eastward  together.  The  journey  home  had 
been  very  quiet.  Miss  Bretherton  had  been 
forced  to  declare  herself  "extremely  tired,” 
and  Mrs.  Stuart's  anxiety  and  sense  of  re¬ 
sponsibility  about  her  had  communicated 
themselves  to  the  rest  of  the  party. 

"It  is  the  effect  of  my  long  day  yesterday,” 
.the  said  apologetically  to  Forbes,  who  hov¬ 
ered  about  her  with  those  affectionate  atten¬ 
tions  which  a  man  on  the  verge  of  old  age 
pays  with  freedom  to  a  young  girl.  "It 
won't  do  to  let  the  public  see  so  much  of 'me 
in  future.  But  I  don’t  want  to  spoil  our 
Sunday.  Talk  to  me  and  I  shall  forget  it” 
Wallace,  who  had  bad  bis  eyes  about  him 
when  she  and  Eustace  Kendal  emerged  from 
the  wood  in  view  of  the  rest  of  the  party,  was 
restless  and  ill  at  ease,  but  there  was  no 
getting  any  information,  even  by  gesture, 
from  Kendal,  who  sat  in  his  corner  dil¬ 
igently  watching  the  moonlight  on  the  flying 
fields,  or  making  every  now  and  then  some 
'disjointed  attempts  at  conversation  with 
”  Mrs.  Stuart. 

At  the  station  Miss  Bret  her  ton's  carriage 
was  waiting;  tbe  party  of  gentlemen  saw 
her  and  Mrs.  Stuart,  who  insisted  on  taking 
her  home,  into  it;  tbe  pale,  smiling  face  bent 
forward;  she  waved  her  hand  in  response  to 
the  lifted  hats  and  she  was  goue. 

“•Well,”  sai.l  Wal  ace,  with  a  world  of  in¬ 
quiry  in  his  voice,  a  he  and  Kendal  turned 
eastward. 

"It  has  been  an  unfortunate  business,”  said 
S.«ndai  abruptly.  "I  never  did  a  thing 
worse.  I  think,  or  spent  a  more  painful  half 
hour.” 

Wallace's  face  felL  "I  wish  I  hadn't  bored 
you  with  my  confounded  affairs,”  be  ex¬ 
claimed.  "It  was  too  bad!” 

Kendal  was  inclined  to  agree  inwardly,  for 
bo  was  in  a -State  of  irritable  reaction;  but  he 
had  the  justice  to  add  aloud:  “It  was  I  who 
was  the  fool  to  undertake  it.  And  I  think, 
indeed,  it  could  have  been  done,  but  that  cir 
(  iimstances,  which  neither  you  nor  I  had 
weighed  sufficiently,  were  against  it.  She  is 
in  a  nervous,  shaken  state,  mentally  and 
physically,  and  before  I  had  hail  time  to  dis¬ 
cus.  the  point  at  all  she  had  carried  it  on  to 
the  personal  ground,  and  the  thing  was  up.” 
••She  is  deeply  offended,  then?” 

““Not  at  all,  in  the  ordinary  sense;  kbe  is 
to«>  fine  a  creature;  but  she  talked  of  the  'con¬ 
tempt'  that  you  and  I  feel  for  her!” 

"Good  hcavensl”  cried  Wallace,  feeling 
most,  unjustly  jersuaded  that  his  friend  had 
bungied  tbe  matter  horribly. 

“  Yes,”  said  Kendal  deliberately;  ““con¬ 
tempt,'  that  was  it.  I  don't  know  how  it 
came  about.  All  I  know  is,  that  w  hat  I  said, 
w  hich  seemed  to  me  very  harmless,  Van  like 
a  match  to  a  mine.  But  she  told  me  to  tell 
you  that  she  made  no  further  claim  on 
•Elvira.’  So  the  play  is  safe.” 

••D - the  play  J” cried  W allace  vigorously, 

a  sentiment  to  which  perhaps  Ken* Lai’s  silence 
gave  consent.  ““But  I  cannot  let  it  rest 
them  I  must  write  to  her.” 

"I  don't  think  I  would,  if  I  were  you,”  said 
Kendal.  “I  should  let  it  alone.  She  looks 
upon  the  matter  as  finished.  She  told  me 
particularly  to  tell  you  that  she  was-  uot 
\  exed,  and  you  may  l»  quite  sure  that  she 
isn’t,  in  any  vulgar  sense.  Perhaps  that 
makes  it  all  the  worsen  However,  you’ve  a 
right  to  know  what  happened,  so  I'll  tell  you 
as  far  as  I  remember.” 

He  gave  an  abridged  account  of  the  con¬ 
versation,  which  made  matters  a  little  clearer, 
though  by  no  means  less  uncomforta¬ 
ble,  to  Wallace.  When  it  was  over  they 
were  ue&rmg  Vigo  street,  the  point  at  which 
their  routes  diverged,  Wallace  having  rooms 
m  the  Albany,  and  Kenllal  hailed  a  hansom. 

"If  I  were  you,”  he  said,  as  it  came  up,  *“I 
should,  as  1  said  before,  let  the  thing  alone 
as  much  as  possible.  She  will  proltably  speak 
to  you  about  it,  aud  you  will,  of  course,  say 
what  you  like,  but  I'm  pretty  sure  she  won’t 
rake  up  the  play  again,  and  if  she  feels  a 
coolness  towards  anybody  ifSvon't  lie  toward 
you.” 

"There's  small  consolation  in  that.’'’  ex¬ 
claimed  W  allace. 

"Anyhow,  make  the  ln»t  of  it.  my  dear  fel¬ 
low,"  said  Kendal,  as  though  determ. ned  to 
strike  a  lighter  key.  “  Don't  l*e  so  dismal, 
things  will  look  differently  to-morrow  morn- 
mg— they  generally  do— there’s  no  tremend¬ 
ous  harm  done..  I'm  sorry  I  didn't  do  your 
bidding  l letter.  Honestly,  when  I  come  to 
think  over  it,  I  don't  s«“e  how  1  could  have 
dt)De  otherwise.  But  I  don't  you 

to.think  so." 

Wallace  laughed,  protested  and  they 
parted. 

A  few  moments  later  Kendal-  let  himself 
into  bis  rooms,  where  lights  were  burning, 
and  threw  huuself  into  his  reading  chair,  be- 
-ide  w  hich  his  liooks  ami  iwjiers  *i mid  ready 
to  bis  hand.  Generally  nothing  gave  him  a  , 
greater  sense  of  bieu-etre  than  this  nightly  re¬ 
turn,  after  a  day  spent  iu  society,  t*>  these 
silent  aud  faithful  companions  ol  Ins  fife.  ; 
He  was  accustomed  to  feel  the  atmosphere  of 
bis  room  w  hen  he  came  back  to  it  .  barged 
with  welcome.  It  *  was  as  though  the 
thoughts  and  schemes  lie  had  Mi  warm  , 
aud  safe  m  .shelter  there  start. si  to  life 
again  after  a  day  s  torpor,  and  thronged  , 
to  meet  him.  His  hooks  smiled  at  him 
with  friendly  faces,  the  open  page  called 
t<>  buu  to  resume  the  work  of  the  morning—  j 
he  was  in  every  sense  at  hcpu>.  To-night,  , 
however,  tbe  familiar  spell  seamed  to  have  | 
lost  its  force. 
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common  sense  way,  "that  evening  was  such 
an  overwhelming  experience  that  I  don’t 
suppose  she  could  have  felt  any  soreness  to¬ 
wards  anybodv.  Aud,  do  you  know,  she  is 
improved!  1  don't  quite  know  what  it  is, 
but  certainly’ one  or  tjivo  cf  those  long  soeues 
she  does  more  intelligently,  and  even  the 
death  sceue  is  better— less  monotonous.  I 
sometimes  think  she  will  surprise  us  all  yet.” 

“Very  likely,"  said  Kendal,  ubsently,  not 
in  reality  lielieving  a  word  it,  but  it  was  im¬ 
possible  to  dissent. 

"I  hope  so,”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Stuart,  "with 
all  my  heart.  She  has  beeu  very  depressed 
often  these  last  weeks,  aud  certainly,  on  the 
whole,  people  have  been  harder  upon  her 
than  they  were  at  first.  I  am  so  glad  that 
she  and  your  sister  will  meet  in  Venice. 
Mine  de  Chateau vieux  is  just  the  friend  she 
wants, 

Ken»li*walked  home  feeling  the  rankling 
of  a  fresl  pin  point.  She  had  asked  for  him, 
and  he  hLi  n«*l  ticeu  there!  What  must  she 
thiuk,  apparently,  but  that,  from  a  sour, 
morose  consistency,  lie  had  refused  to  be  a 
witness  of  her  triumph: 

Oh,  hostile  fates: 

A  week  later  Eustace  was  settled  in  tbe 
Surrey  farm  house  which  bad  sheltered  the 
Sunday  league  ou  its  first  expedition.  The 
Surrey  country  was  in  its  full  glory.;  the  first 
purple  heather  was  fully  out  and  the  distant 
hills  rose  blue  and  vafiorous  across  stretches 
of  vivid  crimson,  broken  here  and  there  by 
the  dim  gray  greens  of  the  furze  or  the 
sharper  color  of  tbe  bracken.  The  chorus 
of  birds  hail  died  away,  but  the  uests  were 
not  yet  tenant  less.  The  great  sand  pit  near  the 
farm  h  -u-o  was  still  vocal  with  innumerable  , 
broods  of  sand  martins,  still  enlivened  by  the 
constant  skimming  to  aud  fro  of  the  parent 
birds.  And  under  Kendal's  sitting  room 
window  a  j>air  of  tomtits,  which  the  party 
had  watched  that  May  Sunday,  were  just 
the  world. 
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he  could  only  guess  at,  from  the  life  of  which 
he  had  seen  a  little  to  the  larger  and  unex¬ 
plored  life  beyond. 

And  so  the  days  went  <ai,,and  though  he 
was  impatient  aud  restless,  yet  indoors  his 
work  was  congenial  to  him,  aud  out  of  doors 
the  sun  was  bright  and  all  the  while  a  certain 
little  god  lay  hidden,  speaking  no  articulate 
word,  but  waiting  with  a  mischievous  pa¬ 
tience  for  the  final  overthrow  of  one  more 
poor  mortal. 

At  last  the  old  post  mistress,  whom  he  had 
almost  come  to  regard  as  cherishing  a  per¬ 
sonal  grudge  against  him,  ceased  to  repulse 
him,  and  after  his  seven  years  of  famine  the 
years  of  abundance  set  in.  For  the  space  of 
three  weeks  letters  from  Venice  lay  waiting 
for  him  almost  every  alternate  morning,  aud 
the  heathery  slopes  between  the  farm  aud  the 
village  grew  familiar  with  th{;  sjiectaclo  of  a 
tall,  thin  man  in  a  rough  tweed  suit  strug¬ 
gling  as  he  walked  with  sheets  of  foreign  pa[»er 
which  the  wiud  was  doing  its  ^best  to  filch 
away  from  him. 

The  following  extracts  from  these  letters 
contain  such  portions  of  them  as. are  neces¬ 
sary  to  our  object : 

“Casa  Mixghetti. 

“My  Dear  Eustace— I  can  only  write  you 
a  very  scrappy  letter  today,  for  we  are  just 
settling  into  our  apartment,  and  the  rooms 
ore  strewn  iu  the  most  distracting  way  with 
boxes,  books  and  garments;  while  my  maid, 
Felicie,  and  the  old  Italian  woman  Caterina, 
who  is  to  cook  and  manage  for  us,  seem  to  be 
able  to  do  nothin; 
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extrAdmary,  when 
it,  hotr  little  positive  dramatic  knowledge 
she  must  have!  Sho  knows  some  Shake- 
spear^  I  think— at  least  she  mentions  two  or 
threejilays— and  I  gather  from  something 
she  said  that  she  is  now  making  the  inevita¬ 
ble  st$dy  of  Juliet  that  every  actress  makes 
sooner  or  later;  but  Sheridan,  Goldsmith, 
anl,  !f  course,  all  the  French  people  are 
meratiames  to  her.  When  I  think  of  the 
minufjp  exhaustive  training  our  Paris  actors 
go  through  and  compare  it  with  such  a  state 
of  nattire  as  hers,  I  am  amazed  nt  what  she 
has  dflpf-:  For.  after  all,  you  know,  she  must 
be  abl to  act  to  some  extent ;  she  must  know 
a  gre*|  deal  more  of  her  business  than  you 
and  Uu  « fiect,  or  she  could  not  get  ou  at  all.” 

V  i  To  In-  continued  next  »»  ctk  ) 
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_ _ _  ^  -not  even  to  put  a  chair 

.  straight  or  order  some  bread  to  keep  us  from 
starving — without  consulting  me.  Paul,  tak¬ 
ing  advantage  of  a  husband's  prerogative, 
has  gone  off  to  flauer  on  the  piazza,  while 
bis  women  folk  make  life  tolerable  at  home; 
which  is  a  very  unfair  and  spiteful  version 
of  his  proceedings,  for  he  has  really  gone  as 
much  on  my  business  as  on  his  own.  I  sent 
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launching  their  young  family 
One  of  his  first  walks  was  to  that  spot  beyoqd 
tho  pond  where  they  had  made  their  after- 
The  nut  hatches  had 


noou  camping  ground.  _ HI 

fled — fled,  Kendal  hoped,  some  time  before, 
for  the  hand  of  tho  spoiler  had  been  near 
their  dwellin; 


(Van 


Horn 


„.and  its  fragments  lay  scat¬ 
tered  ou  the  ground.  He  presently  learned 
to  notice  that  he  never  heard  the  sharp  sound 
of  the  bird's  tapping  beak  among  the  woods 
without  a  little  start  of  recollection. 

Outside  his  walks,  his  days  were-  spent  in 
continuous  literary  effort.  His  book  was  in 
a  condition  which  called  for  all  his  energies, 
and  he  threw  himself  vigorously  ipto  it.  The 
first  weeks  were  taken  up  with  a  long  review 
of  Victor  Hugo's  prose  and  poetry,  with  a 
view  to  a  final  critical  result.  It  seemed  to 
him  that  there  was  stuff  in  tbe  great!  French¬ 
man  to  suit  all  weathers  and  all  skies.  There 
were  somber,  wind  swept  days  when  the 
stretches  of  brown  ling  not  yet  in  flower,  the 
hurrying  clouds  and  the  bending  trees  were 
in  harmony  with  all  the  fierce  tempestuous 
side  of  tho  great  romantic.  There  were 
others  wheu  the  homely,  tender,  domestic 
aspect  of  the  country  formed  a  sort  of  frame¬ 
work  and  accompaniment  to  the  simpler 
patriarchal  elements  in  the  liooks  which  Ken¬ 
dal  had  about  him.  Then,  when  the  pages  on 
Victor  Hugo  were  written,  those  already 
printed  on  Chateaubriand  began  to  dissat¬ 
isfy  him,  and  he  steeped  himself  once  more 
in  tbe  rolling  artificial  harmonies,  the  mingled 
beaut}'  and  falsity  of  one  of  the  most  wonder¬ 
ful  of  styles,  that  he  might  -xiraw  from  it  its 
secrets  ami  say  a  last  just  word  about  it. 

H  •  knew  a  few  families  in  the  neighbor- 
homi,  but  ho  kept  away  from  Jt  hem,  and  al¬ 
most  his  only  connection  with  the  outer 
world  during  his  first  month  in  the  country 
was  his  correspondence  with  Mme.  de 
Chateau  vieux,  who  was  at  Etretat  with  her 
husband.  She  wrote  her  bother  very  lively 
characteristic  accounts  of  the  life  there,  fill¬ 
ing  her  letters  with  amusing  sketches  of  the 
political  or  artistic  celebrities  with  whom  the 
little  Norman  town  swarms  in  the  season. 

After  the  third  or  fourth  letter,  however, 
Kendal  began  to  look  restlessly  at  the 
Etretat  postmark,  to  reflect  that  Mane  had 
been  there  a  long  time,  and  to  wonder  she 
was  not  already  tired  of  such  a  public  sort  of 
existence  as  the  Etretat  life.  The  bathing 
scenes,  and  the  tiro  eating,  deputy,  and  the  i 
literary  woman  with  a  mission  for  the  spread 
of  naturalism,  be9ame  very  flat  to  him.  He  ( 
was  astonished  that  his  sister  was  not  as 
anxious  to  start  for  Italy  as  he  was  to  hear 
that  she  had  .lone  so. 

This  temper  of  his  was  connected  with  the 
fact  that  after  the  first  of  August  he  beg&u 
to  develop  a  curious  impatience  on  the  sub¬ 
ject  of  the  daily  post.  At  Old  House  farm 
the  post  was  taken  as  leisurely  as  everything 
else;  there  was  no  regular  delivery,  anil  Ken¬ 
dal  generally  was  content  to  trust  to  the 
casual  mercies  of  tbe  butcher  or  baker  for  his 
letters.  But  after  the  date  mentioned  it  oc¬ 
curred  to  him  that  his  letters  reached  him 
with  an  abominable  irregularity,  aud  that  it 
would  do  his  work  no  harm,  but,  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  much  good,  if  he  took  a  daily  constitu¬ 
tional  m  the  direction  of  the  postoffice,  which 
gave  a  touch  of  official  dignity  to  tbe  wasp 
filled  precincts  of  a  grocer's  shop  iu  the  vil¬ 
lage,  some  two  nnles  off. 

For  some  considerable  number  of  days, 
however,  Ins  walks  only  furnished  him  with 
food  for  reflection  on  the  common  dispropor¬ 
tion  of  means  to  ends  in  this  life.  His  sister's 
persistence  iu  stickiug  to  the  soil  of  France 
began  to  seem  to  him  extraordinary !  How¬ 
ever,  a: 
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1  infirmities,  uA  Li  Quite  capable  of  forward¬ 
ing  to  us  all  the  letters  which  are  not  wurtn 
posting,  and  leaving  all  the  important  ones 
I  piled  up  in  the  hall  to  await  our  return.  It 
is  provoking,  for,  if  the  Bretherton  party  are 
not  going  to  stay  long  in  Venice,  we  may 
easily  spend  all  our  time  in  looking  for  each 
other;  which  will,  indeed,  be  a  lame  and  im¬ 
potent  conclusion.  However,  I  have  hopes 
of  Paul’s  cleverness. 

“And  now,  4  o'clock!  There  is  uo  help 
for  it,  my  dear  Eustace.  I  must  go  and 
instruct  Caterina  how  not  to  poison  us  in  our 
dinner  to-night.  She  looks  a  dear  old  soul, 
but  totally  innocent  of  anything  but  Italian 
barbaritiesdn  the  way  of  cooking.  And  Felicie 
also  is  well  meaning  but  ignorant,  so  unless  I 
wish  to  have  Paul  on  my  hands  for  a  week  I 
must  be  off.  This  rough  picnicking  life,  in 
Venice,  of  all  places,  is  a  curious  little  ex¬ 
perience,  but  I  made  up  my  mind  last  time 
we  were  here  that  we  would  venture  our 
precious  selves  in  no  more  hotels.  The  heat, 
the  musquitoes,  the  horrors  of  the  food  were 
too  much.  Here  we  have  a  garden,  a 
kitchen,  a  rool  sitting  rocm,  and  if  I  choose 
to  feed  Paul  on  lisano  and  milk  puddings, 
who  is  to  prevent  me? 

“Paul  bad  just  come  in  with  victory 
written  on  his  brow.  The  English  consul 
was  of  no  use;  but,  as  be  was  strolling  home, 
he  went  into  St.  Mark's,  and  there,  of  course, 

.  ound  them!  In  the  church  were  apparently 
<*il  the  English  people  who  have  as  yet  ven¬ 
tured  to  Venice,  and  these,  or  most  of  them, 

|  seemed  to  be  following  in  tho  wake  of  a  little 
'  party  cf  four  persons— two  ladies,  a  gentle¬ 
man  and  a  lame  girl  walking  with  a  crutch. 

•  An  excited  English  tourist  condescended  to 
inform  Paul  that  it  was  ‘the  great  English 
actress,  Miss  Bretherton,’  who  was  creating 
all  the  eoinmoticn.  Then,  of  course,  he  went 
up  to  her — h »  was  provoked  that  he  could 
hardly  see  her  in  the  dim  light  of  St.  Mark’s 
—Introduced  himself  and  described  our  per¬ 
plexities.  Of  coarse,  she  had  written.  I  ex¬ 
pected  as  much.  Jacques  must  certainly  be 
pensioned  off!  Paul  thought  the  other  three 
very  inferior  to  her,  though  the  uncle  was 
civil  and  talked  condescendingly  of  Venice,  1 
as  though  it  were  even  good  enough  to  be 
admired  by  a  W orralL  It  is  arranged  that 
the  beauty  is  to  come  and  see  me  to-morrow 
if,  after  Caterina  has  operated  upon  us  dur¬ 
ing  two  meals,  we  are  still  alive.  Good 
night  and  good-by.” 

“Venice,  Aug.  7. 

“Well,  I  have  seen  her!  It  has  been  a 
blazing  day.  I  was  sitting  in  the  little  gar-  • 
den  which  separates  one-half  of  ou  JVooms  ‘ 
from  the  other,  while  Caterina  was  arrang¬ 
ing  the  dejeuner  under  the  little  acacia  arbor 
m  the  center  of  it.  Suddenly  Felicie  came 
out  from  the  house,  and  behind  her  a  tall  fig¬ 
ure  in  a  large  hat  and  a  white  dress.  Ttio 
figure  held  out  both  hands  to  me  in  a  cordial, 
un  English  way,  and  said  a  number  of  pleas¬ 
ant  things  rapidly  in  a  delicious  voice,  while 
I.  with  the  dazzle  of  tbe  sun  in  my  eyes,  so 
that  I  could  hardly  make  out  the  features, 
stood  feeling  a  little  thniled  by  tbe  advent  of 
so  famous  a  person.  In  a  few  moments,  how¬ 
ever.  as  it  seemed  to  me,  we  were  sitting 
under  the  acacias,  she  was  helping  me  to  cut 
up  the  melon  and  arrange  the  figs,  as  if  we 
had  known  one  another  for  month*,  and  I 
was  experiencing  one  of  those  sudden  rushes 
of  liking  which,  as  you  know,  are  a  witness 
of  min.-.'  She  stayed  and  took  her  meal  with 
ns.  Paul,  of  course,  was  fascinated,  and  for 
once  has  n*  >t  set  her  down  as  a  reputation 
surfaite. 

"Her  beauty  has  a  curious  air  of  tbe  place; 
and  now  I  remember  that  her  mother  was- 
Italian— Venetian,  actually,  was  it  uot‘  That 
accounts  for  it ;  she  is  tbe  Venetian  tvpe  spy. 
ituahied.  At  the  foundation  of  her  face,  as 
it  were,  las  th»  face  of  tbe  Burano  Lace 
maker;  inly  the  original  type  has  been  so  re¬ 
fined.  so  chiseled  and  smootted  away  that, 
to  spraa  fancifully,  only  a  iarauti/ul  gh  *:  of 
“  ’  ‘  ‘  *  of  ler 
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After  a  hasty  supper  lie  took 
up  some  proofs,  pen  iu  hoinl  But  the  first 
page  was  hardly  turned  before  they  hail 
dropped  on  to  his  knee.  It  seemed  to  him  as 
if  ho  still  felt  on  his  arm  tbe  folds  of  a  green, 
lur  edged  cloak,  as  if  tho  touch  of  a  soft, 
•  olil  hand  were  still  lingering  in  his.  Pre¬ 
sently  he  fell  to  recalling  even.-  detail  of  tbe 
afteruuoascvne— tbe  arching  beech  trees,  the 
rich  red  and  l.rowu  of  the  eartli  beneath. 
Mngid  with  the  winter  shedding*  «>f  tbe  trees, 
i  he  little  raised  lank,  her  eyes  as  she  looked 
up  at  him.  the  soft  wisp*  of  her  golden  brown 
hair  under  her  hat.  What  sujerb,  unap¬ 
proachable  beauty  it  was!  How  living,  how 
rich  iu  coutent  and  expression ! 

"Am  1  in  love  with  Isab.-I  Brethcrtouf'  he 
asked  hun-elf  at  last,  lying  back  on  bis  chair 
with  his  eve*  on  the  portrait  of  his  sister. 
"Perhaps  Mario  could  tell  me— I  don't  un¬ 
derstand  myself.  I  don't  think  so.  And  »f  I 
were,  1  am  not  a  youngster,  and  my  life  is  a 
tolerably  full  one.  1  could  hold  myself  in 
aial  trample  it  down  if  it  were  best  to  do  so. 
I  can  hardly  imagine  myself  nl-*ori<ed  in  a 
great  passion  My  bachelor  life  1,  a  good 
many  years  old  -  my  habits  won't  break  up 
easily.  And.  supptwing  1  felt  tbe  beginnings 
pf  it.  I  iwiJd  stop  it  if  reason  w  i  re  against  it.  * 
left  bis  chair  tn,!  began  to  pace  u;»  and 
.ffrtrn  tbe  room,  thinking.  ““Aud  there  is  ab- 
-oldtely  no  sort  of  reason  in  my  letting  my¬ 
self  fall  in  love  with  Isabel  Bretherton:  t-he 
has  never  given  me  tho  smallest  right  to 
think  that  sue  take*  any  more  interest  in  me 
tbau  she  does  m  hundreds  of  people  wnom 
she  meets  on  friendly  terms,  unless*  it  may  be 
au  intellectual  interest,  as  Wallace  iinagii#-*, 
ami  that's  a  |>oor  sort  of  stepping  stone,  to 
love!  And  if  it  were  ever  possilde  that  she 
should,  this  afternoon  has  taken  awav  the 
poaxibility.  For,  however  magnanimous  a 
woman  may  be,  a  thing  like  that  rankles;  it 
can't  help  it.  She  will  (cel  the  sting  of  it 
w.csc  to- morrow  than  today,  and  though  she 
Will  tell  herse.f  that  she  tear*  no  grudge,  it 
will  leave  a  gulf  between  us.  For,  of  course, 
she  must  go  on  acting,  and  whatever  deprr*- 
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lart  the  monotony  of  the  Etretat 
postmarks  wus  broken  by  a  post  card  from 
Lyons.  “We  are  here  for  the  night  on  some 
business  of  Paul's;  to-morrow  we  hope  to  be 
at  Turin,  and  two  or  three  days  later  at 
Venice.  By^be  way,  where  will  the  Bretber- 
tonsbe.i  I  must  trust  to  my  native  wits,  I 
sup} >ose,  w  hen  I  get  there.  She  is  not  the 
sort  of  light  to  be  hidden  under  a  bushel.  ’ 

This  post  coni  disturbed  Kendal  not  a 
little,  and  he  felt  irritably  that  somebody 
had  mismanaged  matters.  He  had  supposed, 
and  indeed  suggested,  that  Miss  Bretherton 
should  inclose  his  note  in  one  of  her  own  to 
his  sister's  Paris  address,  giving. at  the  same 
time,  some  indication  of  a  place  of  meeting 
in  Venice.  But  if  she  hail  not  done  this,  it 
was  very  possible  that  the  two  women  might 
miss  each  other  after  alL  Sometimes,  when 
bo  had  been  contemplating  this  possibility 
with  disgust,  he  would,  with  a  great  effort, 
make  himself  reflect  why  it  was  that  b« 
oaied  about  the  matter  so  disproportionately. 
Why  was  he  so  deeply  interested  in  Isabel 
Bretherton 's  movements  abroad  and  in  the 
meeting  which  would  bring  her.  so  to  speak, 
once  more  into  bis  own  world?  Why!  be¬ 
cause  it  was  impossible,  he  would  answer 
himself  indignantly,  not  to  feel  a  profound 
interest  m  any  woman  who  bad  ev«r  shared 
as  much  emotion  with  you  aa  she  had  with 
him  in  those  moment*  at  Xuneham.  who  had 
received  a  wound  at  tout  hands,  had  winced 
under  it  and  still  had  remained  gracious 
and  kind  and  womanly!  "I  should  be  a  hard 
hearted  brute.”  he  said  to  himself,  “if  I  did 
not  feet  a  very  deep  and  peculiar  interest  m 
her—  if  1  did  not  desuv  that  Marie's  friend¬ 
ship  should  abundantly  make  up  to  her  for 
my  blunder  mg 

Did  be  ever  really  deceive  himself  into  im¬ 
agining  that  tbn  was  all)  It  is  difficult  to 
**7  “be  mind  of  a  man  no  longer  young. 
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sions  she  may  have,  -he  mint  believe  in  b*-r- 
self.no one  can  go  on  working  without  it, 
and  I  shall  always  recall  X . »  her  something 
harsh  au.l  humiliating' 

"Supposing,  any  rlwn.v,  n  nvrv  not  so 
—  suppuung  I  net*,  ante  to  gather  up  mv  re¬ 
lation  with  Inr  again  and  make  itare.llv 
friendly  one  1  should  take,  I  think,  a  x. 
definite  line.  |  suoulJ  make  up  my  iu.uo  to 
tw  of  use  to  Ik  r  After  all.K  it ’in: -what 
she  ays— there  are  many  thing*  iu  me  that 
might  he  helpful  to  her,  ami  ton. thing 
there  was  she  *t»ou«d  have  tbe  bnicfl:  •  f  I 
would  make  a  serious  |an  |»»e  .  t  Sh« 
should  find  me  a  It  mod  worth  having 

Bis  thoughts  wandered  on  a  whik-  in  tins 
direction  It  was  pleasant  t-.  luiiu«lf  m 
tha  future  as  Miss  U nether L-n  . 

•ad  friend.  Ull  m  the  end  tire  *ra«r,.{  real.tr 
X Wined  upon  hto  dreams.  I  un  «  fo,.,  ^ 
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it  remains.  That  large  statei; 
movement,  too.  is  Italian.  You 
la  any  Venetian  street,  and  V 
fixed  it  in  art.” 

•  While  we  were  sitting  in  tbe  garden  who 
sbou.d  be  announced  but  Rlward  Wallace.  I 
knew,  of  course,  from  you  that  be  might  U> 
here  stout  this  t.me.  lut  .n  i he  fcurry  of  <■  )r 
««lmg  in  I  bad  quite  forgotten  his  exist 
race,  a>  that  the  sight  of  his  trim  pe~»« 
bearing  down  upon  us  was  a  surprise.  He 
hnd  the  Bret  hem®  partT,  however,  had  beeu 
going  aW  together  for  several  dav* 
that  be  and  sbe  had  plenty  of  gewarp  in  cc*n 
®°*1-  ^r*-  Brethertoc »  enthusiasm  about 

\  euice  is  of  a  ▼**-»  ssi>.  t _ _  _ _ _ , _ 

kind.  I:  terms  to  iq 
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Onrc,  of  course,  ami LXr!war-i.  un-»  •  i^i-c 
and  prrscutlv  1  heard  her  say  to  Edward, 

“U  Mr.  Kendal  hr..  '  1  did  not  . . . 

the  bolt**-.'  Edwtrd  said  something  a) out 
jiHir  n.  t  having  been  able-  to  get  a  -oaf, 
which  I  t bought  rlmiiv  •  f  him  foe  ..f 
eiwuse.  we  could  ss. «  got  some  sort  of  a 
I  dace  for  \  .HI  at  the  last  moment  She  didn't 
my  anything,  but  1  thought— ,f  you  won't 
maid  my  *ay  tag  so.  Mr.  Kendal— that,  con¬ 
sidering  all  things,  it  would  hare  been  better 
if  vou  had  been  there  ** 
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